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B. S. Jones
Surface
T he Seeds clung to the inside of the spoon. She had to shake them  off. 
He sat dow n at the table.
She ran  her fingers around  and around  the  top of the glass.
“Stop th a t .” He salted the  melon.
She picked up w hat had spilled and threw  it over her shoulder.
“Now you just have to  pick it up off the floor,” he said.
She looked ou t the window. T he w om an next door was hanging laundry. 
T he wind caught it, spinning it like a carousel.
*
She dragged the broom , catching the light before it hit the hardw ood. 
“Y ou’re just spreading it a ro u n d .” He walked to  the truck. “T h a t’s the thing 
. . . it just moves on to som ething else.”
He looked at her th rough  the tiny crosses of the  screen, “It’ll come back. 
It always does.”
*
She beat rugs until the light was turgid.
T he wom an came over. “D irt is blowing on my laundry .”
Her children ran around in circles, faster and faster just to fall down laughing. 
“T hough t you was a dust devil.” She smiled. “We used to have them  bad 
around  here. But your’re too young to  rem em ber. T ook off all the top  soil. 
C o u ld n ’t p lan t no th ing .” She walked off, one foot in front of the o ther.
*
109
B. S. Jones
Back inside, she realized she was hungry. She went to the refrigerator and 
drew out her untouched melon. The  top layer was all dried out bu t underneath  
it was still soft and sweet.
*
He came hom e from work at lunch time.
She looked up, surprised.
“Afraid you’d left me.”
She shook her head, waxing stubbornly, a round  and around until the  wood 
shone like obsidian.
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